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2151.   To THE EEV. WILLIAM MASON.

Monday night, Feb. 19, 1781.

IT has not been from want of materials, if I had chosen
to work them up, that I have not written to you very lately;
but though I hold it delectable enough in one's dotage to
prattle and gossip of the doings of the courts of one's
younger days, I do not think it so decorous to invert
one's Brant6me-hood and limp after and repeat the tattle
of Drawing-rooms that are scarce fledged. A sovereign may
be philosopher or concentred enough in his own rays to dis-
regard terrestrial tempests, and to be more occupied by the
spots in his own orbit than by the mouldering away of his
empire. For my part I have too ,much mortal clay about
me to soar so much above matter, and to divert myself only
with the music or discord of the spheres.

All this tedious proem is but to say that I have not wanted
news, ay, and news that employs this whole town, if I would
have condescended to tell you who has or who has not been
at Cumberland House, or at the Queen's ball, or how King
George and his brother, Duke Henry, have quarrelled about
the servants of the Prince of Wales not being suffered to
dine with his Eoyal Highness Duke Henry, and how Duke
Henry was not invited to the ball at the Queen's House,
with a deal of such scimble scamble stuff, which has totally
obliterated the memory of all the wars that we have with all
the world. Do not be surprised ; if we attended to anything
above such puerilities, we should not be in the situation we
are. I still do believe that distress will at last open our
eyes, but I believe, too, that we shall soon shut them again.
There is not energy enough left in us to produce any effect.
One may judge from the nature of our dissipations as much
as from the dissipation itself. The age that souses into.
